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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen—LADY MONTAGUE. 


** Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as tothe person and habits, 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—CROKER’S NEw WuHIG GUIDE. 
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THE GREAT GUN OF DISSOLUTION. avenging weapon with vigorous hand, is ready to take a!l by the 
nose and make a clean shave of Whig, Tory, and Conservative ? 
Parliament is dissolved, and the pack of place hunting thieves 
who constitute the majority of what is called a House of Commons, 
are scattered to hunger and thirst for plunder during forty days in the 
wilderness of public opinion. Mow,—as that insipid fool, Leigh 
Hunt, says,— Now will they pledge themselves to the farmers to 
| repeal the Malt Tax,—now will they promise the Dissenters to 
| abolish Church Rates,—now will they bribe the humane, by swear- 
ing to abandon the Poor Laws,—now, ‘ cap in hand’ to the bank- 
rupt tradesman, they will insinuate the advantage of a Paper Cur- 
rency and Enlarged Circulating Medium ; now, cringeing to every 
| cobler, they will eulogise the march of mind ;—now with fawning 
face and charitable smile will they pat the head of the poor factory 
| child, while they wheedle the father of his vote;—now will they 


| promise Reform, Retrenchment, every thing,— 
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All promises a hungry placeman knows; 


And bid him go to hell—to hell he goes. 





Hungry dogs will swallow dirty pudding, and an Ex-M. P. will 


. ; _ | gulp down Reform, and Abolition of Sinecures. 
Tory Great Gun of a Dissolution of Parliament. The Duke's | , : ; os : 
Beware, Electors, beware; Vote neither for Whigs nor Tories— 


Bang! bang! go the Tory Newspapers! and off rattles the 


counsels have prevailed, and ‘Reform Bill’ has mustered pluck | stick to the Radicals—men not of aristocratic families—men whose 
s é : 


enough to fire off the great gun—the old soldier behind, backs him | children can earn their own living, and neither desire nor want 
place. This is the rock a-head of all administrations. ‘* Give, 


give,’ cry the daughters of the horse-leech and the sons of corrup- 
tion. Now or never is the time—season the English beef well 


stunk Camsiteasiied 4 : oa . | with Durham mustard, and throw out the cock-nosed lordlings, the 
ceived Constituents ? ho S 5 | os . _ 
: w escape the razor of the incensed Ficano, | ring-tailed foplings and fools of the Tory Administration. 


who, with fresh hot water and a renewed lather, grasping his 


VoL. IV. 


up, and snuffs powder and plunder as a crow does carrion. Mark 
the members of the Parliamentary Body as it is shot out of the 


cannon—see their fright and horror—how can they face their de- 
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THE INTERPRETER. 


‘* My first impression was, that it was a Hoax.”—Sir W. Horne to the 
Electors of Marylebone. 
This prosecuting, arbitrary, ex-Attorney General, should re- 


member the story of the dying lion, who was kicked even by an 
ass. While Attorney General, Sir W. Horne gored every poor 
fellow that came in his way,—exchequered his constituents for not 
paying their Assessed Taxes ;—prosecuted poor wretches for sell- 
ing unstamped newspapers ;—sent a man, named Reeve, for twelve 
months to Newgate, for vending a halfpenny paper about a Na- 
tional Convention, which he had purchased as waste paper, and 
now he has the impudence to think it a Hoaz, forsooth! because 
the Electors of Marylebone politely request him to vacate his seat, 
to save them the trouble of kicking him out! 


Magisterial Mercies. 
Mr. Jonrs.—(Handing his card to Mr. Lainc.)—We apply, Sir, on behalf 
of a poor woman, whose basket of apples was seized on Saturday night, under 


circumstances of peculiar hardship and distress. 


Mr. Lainc.—What do you apply for? 
Mr. Jones.—To explain to your worship the circumstances under which 


she offended, and to beg for the restitution of her property. 
Mr. Lainc.—She has got her basket again, hasn’t she ? 
Mr. Jonrs.—But the apples are kept, and she is now at her greatest need, 


in a state of destitution. 
Mr. Lainc.—lI cannot help that; the case is decided, and the frit eaten, 


and I shall not hear any more.—Police Report. 


The merciless conduct of this ruffian Laing, has for some time 
past been the disgusting theme of all the Press. But how can 
this legal robber justify even to himself, his own actions? Rolling 
in the people’s plunder, gasping for breats from an overloaded 
maw, and redolent of his morning gin, he seats himself on the ma- 
gisterial bench—the dispenser of the tender mercies of the law, to 
the poor half-starved wretches who are dragged before him— 
cracking his ribald jests with the low crew of blood-money thieves, 
or something worse, who are called police officers, this Midas of 
Hatton Garden rejoices in insulting the feelings, and wounding the 
already overcharged and almost broken hearts of the poor and un- 
fortunate. He took this woman's a// from her—Mark, reader, the 
injustice of the law. It takes ail from the needy, and fines the 
reeling, rich, rollicking, and filthy drunken common councilman, or 
Lord Mayor, five shillings. Well do we know this Laing, his dirty 
tricks, his low mind, his cunning conduct—and sharply will we 
shave him with our new razor, if he mend not his manners—yea, 
verily, these apples shall be to him the apples of bitterness ! 


Measures not Men. 


This is a new cant phrase of rich signification—a new inscrip- 
tion on the Tory banner. It means *“ Place, Pension, and Plunder, 
at all events.” Imagine a housebreaker knocking at your door 
and requesting admittance, as he wants to set your furniture to 
rights! would vou try the chance of admitting him? No! How- 
ever, as our new ministers are in, and have adopted this cry to 
carry thei through the elections, we are happy to inform the 
public that the following petitions wiil be presented by the follow- 
ing persons, in the next session of Parliament—and no one can 
doubt that looking to ‘* Measures not Men!” the peculiar propen- 
sities and advantageous situations of these parties will incite them 
to a warm advocacy and fearless vindication of the interests of the 
petitioners. 

Messrs. THOMPSON & FEARON, against Gin Drinking. 

Mr. IKEY SOLOMONS, to punish Receivers of Stolen Goods. 

Mr. JOHN KETCH, against Capital Punishment. 

Mr. DICAS, to Repealthe Law of Libel. 

Mr. HUNT, in favour of Warren’s Blacking. 

The Rev. D. BERESFORD, for the Abolition of Church Rates. 

Lord ELLENBOROUGH, for the Abolition of Sinecures. 

Lord LYNDHURST, to Repeal the Insolvent Law. 

Mr. BARRETT, of White Cross-street, against Imprisonment tor Debt 
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Mr. WALTER, of the Times, to Repeal the Stamp Duties. 
Sir J. HOBHOUSE, to Abolish Military Flogging. 
Who can doubt the sincerity of these gentlemen? who cau 
deny that they will do every thing in their power to carry these 
measures ? 





ELECTION MOVEMENTS EXTRAORDINARY. 


Two Thousand Pounds to the Borough of Chatham, on the 
Tory interest. 

Five Hogsheads of Gin to the Horns’ Tavern, Kennington. 

Forty Pipes of Port, from Messrs. Thompson and Fearon’s 
cellars, to the City of London Tavern, on the Conservative interest. 

Sir John Scott Lillie from Middlesex to Greenwich. 

Sir F. Burdett from Westminster to Windsor. 

Mr. Serjeant Spankie from Finsbury—to the devil. 


CITY MEETING EXTRAORDINARY. 


A grand General Meeting of the Swell Mob, Mace Coves, Bill- 
brokers, and Horse Chaunters of the City of London was held 
last week at the London Tavern, John Ketch, Esq. in the Chair, 
supported by the other civic authorities. After a slight prepara- 
tory confusion, during which the pockets of several respectable old 
gentlemen in wigs were carefully cleaned out, Sir C. Wetherell’s 
braces mislaid, and Lord Ellenborough’s hair knocked out of curl, 
the following 

LoyaL aNd Dotirut Appress to His Magesry 


was agreed to :— 

“ We the undersigned Mace Coves, Leary-ones, Bill-brokers. 
and Horse Chaunters, connected with the Swell Mob of the City 
of London, request permission, at the present juncture, to address 
your Majesty. 

** Deeply sensible of the many pickings we used to make under 
the government, as constituted in the blessed old times of loans and 
contracts, and feeling that the free and unlicensed exercise of your 
Royal Pri(g) rogative of robbing your subjects forms an integral 
part of that government (as essential to the maintenance of our 
own families, as to the enjoyment and splendour of the throne.) 
we beg humbly to assure your majesty of our determination 
stedfastly to uphold the same by every mean trick in our power, 

“Feeling, in common with your Majesty’s Ministers, the deep 
importance of applying all the power of government to the filling 
our own pockets, and perfectly confident that your Majesty's 
Ministers will do that which is best for us, because it will be best 
for themselves, we earnestly entreat your Majesty not to listen 
to any more of that humbug about Reform, which tends but to 
keep your Majesty without a palace, your Ministers without 
pensions, and us without plunder. Plunder and pensions are the 
main objects of a ministry, and we desire dutifully to express 
our entire confidence that these useful purposes will ever occupy 
your Majesty’s paternal care ; nor can we permit ourselves to believe 
that the importance of these objects will be less apparent to those, 
to whom the powers of government have been recently intrusted, 

“ That your Majesty may long continue in the same mind, that 
your people may always suffer us to swindle them, and ever show 
themselves thankful to that gracious Providence, which has placed 
a William on the throne, an Adelaide in his bed, a Peel as Prime 
Minister, and a Wellington as master of all, is the humble prayer of 

Your Majesty’s dirty and dutiful subjects, 
JOHN KETCH, Oid Bailey. 
HENRY WINCHESTER, Lord Mare. 
JACK ASS, 50, Old Broad Street. 
DOOR-MATTS LUCAS, Alderinan. 
CHARLEY PRIG, Fitzroy Square. 
ALFRED BUNN, Key, Chandos Street 
GEORGE LIE-ALL, Broad Street. 
BILL BOAST, 50, Lothbury. 


Here follow the names of the rest of the Swell Mob—tfo: 


| which see the 7%mes of Monday. 
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WINCHESTERIANA. 


‘It is the duty of the Lord Mayor to preserve the peace; but to bring the 
Police into collision with the people, is an odd way of effecting that. Nothing 
more likely to create a riot. 1f I had seen one of the officers seizing a placard 
of a peaceable nature, and ill-using the person who held it, I should have felt 
myself justified in seizing him by the collar.’—Alderman Harmer and the 
Police Committee of the City. 


The conduct of the Chief Magistrate of this great city borders 
on insanity. My Lord Winchester should not be allowed to sit as 
a magistrate, unless in the custody (which we suppose is really the 
case) of Brown, the marshal—What can be more disgusting— 
what more disgraceful to the city, than the following :— 


‘The LORD MAYOR—You state what is not the fact. 

Mr. CROUCHER—My Lord Mayor 

The LORD MAYOR—I shall not argue with you. 

Mr. CROUCHER—The men were not stationed there. 

The LORD MAYOR—They were there to cause a riot. 

Mr. CROUCHER—They were not. 

The LORD MAYOR—(After bullying Croucher about committing him, 
xc.)—-You treat the Chief Magistrate with disrespect. 

Mr. CROUCHER—I do not treat the chair with disrespect. 

The LORD MAYOR—You must apologize. 

Mr. CROUCHER—I won’t apologize—I have done nothing. 

The LORD MAYOR—Then yeu sha’n’t have the boards !” 





Mayors and asses have been synonymous for some time; but how 
a man can be so carried away by the mean notion of securing a 
paltry knighthood, from a scoundrelly ministry, we cannot conceive! 
Is not the proud name of a London Tradesman far more honourable, 
fo say nothing of respectable—than a Sir, or a Bart., before or be- 
hinda name? ‘Titles, which can but seated the base ‘trucking, the 
filthy paltriness, the very smallness, the many meannesses, the 
dirty trickery, by which they were acquired. What the better is 
Sir John Key, Bart? Does his title plaster over his roguery ? 
Does it whitewash his character, or make his son of age? We re- 
joice, however, to find by the above opinion of the Police Com- 
mittee, that these measures are not city measures—but }4 inchester 
Veasures. 


BREVITIES. 


A Cornu-copia. 
Sir W. Horne has addressed the Electors for Marylebone; their 
is—that John Bull is not a ‘ Bul] to be taken by the 
just now. 


answer 

Tlorne ™ 
The Modern Actzon. 

Lord Chesterfield has taken “ The Buck Hounds :” 
has been going to the dogs for some time past. 


his lorcship 


No one’s good Word. 
The new Ministry have declared their intention 
existing abuses ;——they must, then, immediately 
for never before was there an administration so abused, in all 


* to remove 
remove them- 
selves ; 
quarters, and by all parties. 

A Misnomer. 

Lord Winchester requests us to announce his belief, that the 
person who represented himself at the Mansion House as Mr. 
Croucher, the City Election Agent, is no croucher, as his conduct 
to him proved. 


all | 


A Liberal Offer. 
The Editor of Figaro in London has no objection to be brought 
into Parliament—all his expenses must be paid—the Borough 
must be a Liberal one. 


A Standing Joke. 
* Do you think this Ministry will stand?” said Sugden to 
Wetherell. “ To be sure,” said Charley ; “don’t you see, they're 
at a stand already ?”’ 


A Curt Criticism. 
said a dramatic author to the new Editor of 


‘“* My dear fellow,” 
“Not I,” was the 


a Periodical, “don’t cut up my new pieces.” 
quick reply, ‘I'll see them damned first.” 


A Miracle. 
** Since Sir E. Sugden’s advancement, he has been returning all fees re- 
ceived by him from solicitors and suitors.”— Morning Chronicle. 


Cease, Electors, cease to storm— 

Peel will carry on Reform ! 
Haddington will wisely rule, 
Knatchbull be no more a fool, 

Nor Watkins Williams Wynne a tool! 
Cease, rude tradesmen, cease to fret, 
Lyndhurst will pay every debt. 
Miracles will never cease! 

For, more mirac‘lous than all these— 
A lawyer has—RETURNED His FEgS! 


? 


Sess me 


( 
The Currency Question. 

There will be no change in Cash payments, as Sir Robert Peel 
has asserted that it is necessary that the present should be a 
| speci(e)-ous administration. 
| Placard and Blackguard. 

In regard to the affair of the Board-men, in the City, Lord 
Winchester declares he has been a Jbored-man himself ever since it 
happened. 

The Silver Cradle. 

Lord Winchester is in high hope of attaining this unusual civie 
honour, by the birth of ason during his M. yoralty, But his Lord- 
ship len taken such pains in making a fool of himself, that we fear 
he will be disappointed in making one of his wife. 


BIRTHS. 

On the 24th of lastmonth, at the Mansion House, Sir R. PEEL 
of a Reform speech—still born. 

On the 21st of last month, at Norwich, after a long and painful 
labor, Lord STORMONT of siz words at one birth. The little 
dears are lively and much liked—they have been christened—/ hate 
the name of Reform, 

DEATHS. 

On Tuesday evening, the 30th ultimo, about half-past six, 
regretted bya large circle of acquaintances, athe a long and severe 
illness, THE FIRST REFORMED PARLIAMENT; this young 
lady never got over the fright occasioned by the house ‘taking fire. 

While on a tour in “the North a few weeks since—Lord 


BROUGHAM’S Reputation as a statesman. 


MARRIAGES. 

| At the Royal Chapel, Whitehall, by the Rev. and Hon. ARTHUR 
| WELLINGTON, Doctor of Civil Law, and Chancellor of the Uni- 
' versity of Oxford—Sir EDWARD KNATCHBULL, Bart., to Miss 
Lord ELLENBOROUGH, Vice President of the Board of Controul. 
The happy couple, after receiving the congratulations of the 
| minister and a numerous circle of acquaintances retired to spend 


' the honey-moon in Downing-street. 
At Windsor Castle, on the 25th ult.Mr. C, W. W. WYNNE, 
to Miss Lord CASTLEREAGH—First Lady of the Bedchamber. 
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elitter, T. P. Cooke, and magicians. This is at it should be—pbut 
. how much better it can be, is shewn by The Last Days of Pompeii 
We are extremely sorry to fall foul of a lady so early in our! at the Adelphi—where equal splendour combined with more taste, 


THEATRICALS. 





« 


theatrical season, but if Mrs. C. Gore be the writer of an article in | and an interesting, well acted story draw larger houses in a less 
last week's Court Journal, eiititled “ Manners,” and referring to compass. Every thing here is good, save and except Mrs. Keelevy’s 
the modern stage, we can only say, that that filthy common sewer | dress, which is neither correct nor picturesque. The Adelphi 
of vulgar lies, and foppish affectation, the Court Journal, has found | pantomime is out and out the best this vear, although the Sadlers’ 
a fit Editress—a proper mouthpiece for its slimy lucubrations—and ; Wells one runs hard upon it; nay, we think, would perhaps suc- 


an able concocter of its calumnious nothings. 


Ofall persons in the | ceed even better were it acted first, as all men, women, and chil- 


literary and dramatic circles, Mrs. C. Gore has most reason to be 
grateful to actors. Her comedies, vapid and unmeaning as they 
were, would have been hissed off the stage as unendurable even by 


| . . . . 
dren invariably feel too fatigued and sleepy to commence laughing 
at half-past nine at night, Man-Frep, at the Strand Theatre, is 
a burlesque of singular and egregious richness. Mitchell, as Man- 


an audience consisting half of dandies, and half of authors, after | Fred, the distressed sweep, is sublimely philosophical, and poetic. 


the verv first scene, had it not been for the spirit and vivacity 
which the actors infused into their parts, maugre the unearthly, 
sensual, and devilish dullness of the Authoress She accuses ac- 
tresses of want of manners, because they do not choose to behave 
on the stage like the women of loose character which Mrs. C. 
Gore’s comedies represent ladies of fashion to be. She blames 
Miss E. Tree because she is not as pawky, muling, lazy, lounging, 
puling, and would-be-fine-lady-like as Mrs. C. Gore. She abuses 
the actors, because they do not depict the dull depravity and in- 
sipid viciousness of a Castlereagh or a Stormont, and blames the 
managers for not encouraging lordlings and men of quality in their 
green rooms, fo mend the manners, forsooth! of the actors. Who 
that has seen the things that haunt the back slums, or side scenes 
of the Opera—that loll and leer in the green rooms of the great 
houses—the jewelled fingers, the ringlets, the gingerbread waist- 
coats, the bouquets, the little goldheaded canes of our hermaphro- 


dite young noblemen,—who knows them rich in pocket—poor in | 


spirit, profligate in character, and careless of every thing but their 
coats and their cabs, would look to them for manners? Rude are 
they in speech, even though speaking with most gentle voices. 


Their club-house manners are disgusting in female society—their | 
vivacity is unknown, but at the gaming table, and their wit is | 


never either seen or shown but in getting a swindling bill dis- 
counted by a tailor or cigar merchant. Mrs. C. Gore should learn 


more of fashionable life, before she speaks of fashionable manners. 


She talks of Mr. Kemble forming the manners of the Sir Brilliant 
Fashions and Sir Harry Wildairs—but all these characters were 
written and acted before Mr. Kemble was born! 

Christmas is the Saturnalia of actors and managers—to criticise 


1 Pantomime, would be to break a butterfly upon a wheel ; and he | 
who, at Christmas, can see a fault in a Clown or a Pantaloon, de- | 
The Panto- | 


mime at Covent Garden is however a very melancholy affair, with | 


serves to drink small beer for the rest of the vear. 


nothing to redeem it but a very pretty Columbine, picked up by 
the Manager at one of the much-abused Minor Houses. The 
Drury Lane Spectacle of King Arthur, &c., is all galloping 
and gunpowder—crimson robes and blood-stained crests—glare, 
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ally serious. Could the soul of Byron have animated a master 
sweep, in Mitchell’s mind it would have found a kindred spirit. His 
| soliloquy over ¢ The Disjuncted Pavement’ was splendidly and se- 
| riously metaphysical, and his rhapsodical address to the Omnibuses 
| and Hackney Coaches, went to the heart of his hearers. Ann-Star- 
| kie, the mysterious and melancholy apple woman, found a fit repre- 
sentative in that merry little girl, Priscilla Horton, who out-Grist-ed 
Grisi—out-Catalani-ed Catalani in her vocal efforts. But what can 
be said of Oxberry as Perrot ?—Of him next week. 
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Large Sheet of Double Demy, about the size of the Times, 
with Lllustrative Letter-Press, and 


50 CARICATURES 
| by the illustrious Seymour, the redoubtable Cruikshank, and the no less 


| On a 


celebrated Hornygold. 
PRICE TWOPENCE. 
Moreover, as a means of keeping men to their words, 
FIGARO IN LONDON 
WILL PRESENT GRATIS, NEXT WEEK, 
AN EXTRA NUMBER, 


Containing the Addresses of the Reform Candidates for the Metropolita: 
Divisions. 


NOTICE. 
TO AUTHORS, ACTORS, AND MAGISTRATES. 
Should any of this irritabile genus feel themselves aggrieved by any observa- 
'tions in this work, they are informed that the Editor can be seen at the 


Publisher’s every day, from one until three. 
N.B. TOM SPRING is engaged for the occasion. 
Arcus is received and will be attended to. 
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